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Tom Corrado 


again, for you... 


Do thou stand for my father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my lite 
- William Shakespeare, Henry IV, Part f, Act fi, Scene 4 


Days and nights...days and nights... 
encounters in off hours 

with translators of Ancient Greek 

you and sleep parting ways 


your self-portrait mirrored in a convex mirror... 


plindfolded, yet?... 

I mean, of course, until...on the horizon... 
palms up... weighing the air... 
anticipating departure... 

You sometimes worry in the middle of it 

how they're faring... 

referencing Tolstoy on kindness 

a segue to a conversation about why... 
Forget that... 

You want to haze transformations (OK, I get it!) 
too excited too much too late... 

it seems to click in so nicely 

you want to take this poem on vacation, yes?... 
Disparate marks quotes letters numbers... 
indifference spilling over onto the floor 
and you're telling me about 

the day’s little tragedies... 

the interiority enlarged 

squashing decouplings of moments 

that were chosen to color the room 

where someone is doing laps 

in a claw-footed tub... 

On the far hill two castles... 

You're answering texts with your voice 
carrying the irrelevancy 

in your canvas backpack... 

You worried pleather then opted for cerulian 
which has nothing to do 

with the overdue landscape... 

It’s OK, yes?... hoping not to disrupt 

the train of thought 


chuffing toward derailment... 

Circus wagons will be cleared in no time... 
Think puppets... that always seems to work... 
Am I wrong?... 

Regardless, the late summer morning is happily 
urging voices to sample the mélange... 

Soon, streets will be overrun with tourists... 
Again, a near miss... 

Mind-boggling show and tells 

puppy-like on makeshift silent-screen backlots 
sometimes among headstones 

to make the most of rubbings... 

The sacred geometry of chance... 

Then elapsation ... and you're elsewhere 
jabbering for roles that highlight 

your good-to-the-last-drop selfies... 

if only the timer... 

Photoshopped, perhaps?... 

But that’s not the shape of your heart, yes?... 
What matters is no longer a matter... 

up and out with tail no longer bushy... 

A necromancer materializes... to choreograph 
a dance with realignment 

and proprioception for flagging élans vital... 


You're three-quarters in, more like four-fifths... 


the fit and finish 

of many years or off-and-on attempts 

at involvement, at engagement... 

The files in your folder labeled fodder... 
encryption, hybridity, binaries... 

Think devolution ...if you want to spiral... 
and please don’t bring up the failed-essay deal 
as if you default aspire to fragmentation... 
if only counters zeroed-out 

maybe you wouldn't... 

Wouldn't what?... 


There will be no retrospection today... 

or tomorrow... 

That was then, yes?... 

Try the trip-wire 

re-creating or recreating the page 

with clips from a different genre... 

Which is?... 

You know, prose poems 

mimicking oral storytelling... 

Yes, and so begins the mismatch: 

a minute ago you were 25... 

and now?... 

I suppose preponderance... 

That makes no sense... 

And here comes Stanislavski’s An Actor Prepares... 
That neither... 

OK, how about to the manner born 

with yourself inside yourself 

Pilling notebooks 

using the Leonardo Encryption App 

day in day out... 

A discomfort has crept into the scene... 

OK, but what’s going to happen will happen, yes?... 
Tell me, have you packed a picnic lunch?... 

We hold our breaths as companions of the dying 
and zoom in to color-code innuendoes 

tabled from past table-reads... 

There was a beginning 

something bespoked as is so often the case 

in this word-flurried world 

with dwellings conjured from sand... 

You're about to reserve your spot in the moment 
which will proceed as these moments typically do 
approaching a fork...and then?... 

You talk at length with Keats... 

You ask about his words which you want to believe 


were written in rooms with high ceilings... 


You ask him to look at what you’re working on... 


He says he will... but then runs out of time... 
There is no way back... 

You worry the final exam... 

Later you are able to define infidelity 

to your satisfaction... 

though it isn’t... 

Strange how quickly the principled departs 
and leaves you in the middle 

of a busy intersection... sans lines... 

Have you forgotten to call the plumber 
about the leaky faucet?... 

I thought so... 

The voice of God sounds human, yes?... 

It’s nothing... just the reluctance 

to admit the fool... 

And your obsessions?... Are they reality?... 
Shouldn't they be?... 

if the problem is systemic... 

Yes! Yes! I know... 


But then when was the line actually crossed?... 


You mean crossed so that we both knew?... 
Your words float downstream 

farther and farther... 

Nights of reruns with brief, lost faces 
feed the illusion of prediction 

as if a magician’s assistant 

living out of a suitcase 

were cut in half... 

jJocation... location... location... 
You as stopgap at the supermarket 
comparing tongues with other sous chefs 
squeezing into line 

for a virtual rollerama 

of one-upmanship... 


sampling tidbits for a breakout special 
enjambed with abandon 

awaiting a redo of the Breakfast of Champions... 
The resident Kerouacian behind the deli counter 
types a cemetery 

ona roll of butcher paper... 

a makeover for aspirants outside the walls 
carries you through a thicket of unknowns 
with one-way tickets to elsewhere... 

You have a reputation for down time 

for rearranging players and their parts... 
It’s all there ...in your notebooks... 

on your (unj)zip drive... 

it has become your mantra... 

Incomplete sentences... written with crayons 
follow in your wake... 

The manner in which they carry themselves 
and the questions... left unanswered... 
Trying to construct reality with Legos, yes?... 
You and your erotic other captured on tape 
with sticky wickets... 

I never believed in falling prey to pews 

put then again...and again... 

Something is sure to befall one-nighters... 
You worry language and drama-splicing... 

the abracadabraness of the day 

as Walmarteers stuffed with colorways 
pottleneck roundabouts... 

It’s summer ... waters are being tested... 
You've streamed the beaches 

with an eye on binge-reading 

the short stories in the Canon 

beginning with John Cheever’s The Swimmer 
starring Burt Lancaster as Ned Merrill 

in skin tight trunks 

swimming across the county 


in neighbor's pools 

put it’s fragmenting because Burt 

is throttling a steam locomotive in The Train 
which pit him 

as French Resistance-member Paul Labiche 
against German Colonel Franz von Waldheim 
played by Faul Scofield, 

who is trying to move stolen art 

py train to Germany... 

In the final scene 

von Waldheim stays with the derailed train 
crammed with crates 

iabeled with the names of artists... 
Labiche appears... 

Von Waldheim mocks Labiche as artless... 
Labiche shoots von Waldheim... 

Perey Shelley and his wife Mary 

a wild-eyed young redhead 

packpack stuffed with Frankenstein 

enter as if on cue... 

the lone and level sands stretching far away... 


You aspire to be more than a swinger of birches... 


You've had your fill of adult playpens 
popping up in motion-sickness modules 

of deconstructed shopping malls... 

The oppressive heat forces you to chill 

in the supermarket’s frozen food section 
brimming with memoirists 

collecting empties for eternity’s sake... 

It’s all part of someone’s master plan... 
you're sure of it... despite fashionistas 
shadowing you with shoulda woulda couldas... 


The takeaways, yes, the takeaways, remain dicey... 


And why is that?... 
Surely the director allowed ample opportunity 
for whatever directors allow 


ample opportunity for... 

Film Studies 101 is about to stream 

The Turin Horse... 

Do you think you're ready?... 

Augustine pockets pears and spills beans 

in thirteen books 

the self merely source material 

a lost wax process 

for the staging of bigger questions... 
Cezanne paints his apples 

and rewrites the laws of perspective... 
logorrhea is a masturbatorially public act... 
The endeavor complicates... 

one word follows another 

not as its sequel but as its unmaking... 

You distort... intentionally ... unintentionally 
and become enamored of your own engagement... 
your own autofiction ... 

You roll out virtual howitzers 

and execute reams of legal pads 

hopscotching metaphors 

on lines of macadam 

awaiting wait staff for today’s specials... 
How to make it so to seem doable 

especially now with summer people 

collecting shells of happiness 

drifting offshore 

in and out of doors and into whitewashed rooms 
unencumbered by a mind of winter... 

You, like them, are shaped by resistance 
tucking sheets... 

pulling them into neat corners 

while the commute slows 

dropping morning news anchors... 

You were shrunk by a shrink in a pop-up 
during a plow-out BOGO sale 


words flying off shelves 

into Dharma bowls 

prepped by line cooks for enlightenment... 
presentation is everything, yes?... 
There was a time...iI mean... 

I’m not sure what I mean... 

without the script, perhaps?... 

your one wild and precious life 
walking Commercial Street 

past Mary Oliver’s ghost 

sitting outside her oceanfront cottage 
then on to the other end 

Stanley Kunitz’s tiered garden 

snakes dangling head-down, entwined 
in a brazen love-knot... 

the tide lapping the Provincetown Inn 
with memories of the Moors... 

more than a bit raffish... 

presided over by Scooter, the pet owl... 
There is no other life... 

Gary Snyder’s homage 

to log truck drivers: 

in the high seat, before-dawn dark, 
Polished hubs gleam 

And the shiny diesel stack 

warms and flutters 

Up the Tyler Road grade 

To the logging on Poorman creek. 
Thirty miles of dust. 

There is no other lite...indeed... 
This to be archived for odysseyites 

in a reconfigured deconsecrated chapel 
near Portofino, Italy... 

As if the movie was afraid... 

so in the first episode 

this face ...and you're thinking 
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take this face through the whole movie 
but nope, you're tossed into a dark room 
writing over your writing 

because you can’t see... 

words like dictation 

the rain in Spain gives you wet brain... 
Now you're worrying about remembering 
to google unclogging a drain... 

It’s like that 

the obliqueness 

trying to fit it all into some designated, 
predetermined framework... 

The delusion of illusion, yes?... 

and you're riffing on the responsibility 
of the artist not to look away... 

to render what to youis real... 

But it’s late, really late 

for these visitors... these night stalkers 
too late to be assailed 

py the critic at the gate... 

Too many weary heads 

dislocating too many weary shoulders... 
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